My meat shall be what these wild woods afford,
Berries and chestnuts, plantains, on whose cheeks
The sun sits smiling, and the lofty fruit
Pulled from the fair head of the straight-grown pine;
On these I'll feed with free content, and rest,
When night shall blind the world.

FLETCHER
(from The Faithful Shepherdess)

The first age of man was much happy that was con-
tented with such as the fields brought forth without
labour of man, and was not hurt with great excess of
meats and drinks; they were wont to satisfy their long
hunger with little acorns of the oak, they sought not for
dainty meatsa nor knew how to mingle the wine with
honey. That is to say, they knew not pleasant drinks
nor how to dye the white fleeces of wool with the blood of
shell-fishes of Tyre, a country where there be many such
fishes, but were contented with such colours as the sheep
did bear. They could then be contented to take whole-
some sleeps upon the grass and knew no beds of down,
and drink fair running water for lack of wine and ale,
also dwell under the shadow of the high pine tree for
lack of curious houses. Then had no stranger or merchant
sailed on the seas with ship, or seen strange coasts to
convey their merchandise to divers countries and places.
Then the cruel trumpets of war made no noise to call
men to battle, nor shedding of blood with mortal hate
had imbrued the fearful armour. What cruel enemy
would first move war before he saw cruel wounds, or
saw some profit by battle or war ? I would our conditions
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